384                       Honore de Balzac.                      [ias7
I received some days ago your number 21. I have many things to say to you. But time ! when one has to pay fifty francs a day for every day's delay. I see the moment when I shall escape this vile abyss; but my wings are weary hovering over it.
You say so little of " La Vieille Fille " that I think the book must have displeased you. Say so boldly; you have a voice in the chapter; and I'11 tell you my reasons.
It will be difficult to judge of " Illusions Perdues." I can only give the beginning of the book, 'and three years must pass (as for "I/Enfant Maudit") before I can continue it.
I have meditated bringing you my portrait in person. If you hear the clack of a whip, the French clack, resounding in your courtyard, do not be much surprised. I need a mouth's complete separation from ideas, fatigues, in short, from all there is in France, and I long for Wierz-chownia as for an oasis in the desert. None but myself know the good that Switzerland did me. Nothing but the question of money can hinder me.
I was mistaken in my estimation of my debts. They gave me fifty thousand francs; but I needed fourteen thousand more, and seven thousand for an endorsement imprudently given to Werdet. But I feel that the stage and two flue works will save me. To make the two plays, I need to hide in some desert place that no one knows of; and this is what I should like: to be one or two months buried in your snows. The more snow there were, the happier I should be. But these are crazy projects when I see the thickness of the cable that moors me here.
January 15, 1837.
I have received another letter from you, in which you manifest anxiety about the letters you have written me. Do not fear, I have received them all.
The interruption of this letter is easily explained.   I